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27 June 2008, London 


He was repeating the name of the magazine over and over again, but it still didn't ring a bell. It had to be 
something new. A small smile crept upon his lips the second he laid his eyes on the reporter. Maybe this time 
itll be new and actually good, he thought. The questions she was asking were as far from being boring as they 
could be. In the long span of their career, they had become used to a certain pattern of interviews and 
recurrent speeches they had to give multiple times. Journalists didn't seem to mind being painfully obvious and 
writing tens of articles that weren't really different from one another. This time though, the conversation 


appeared to be well-thought-out and maybe, just maybe, itd bear a fruit of an actually good piece of writing. 


To be honest, when he saw her approaching their table in the hotel restaurant, he had to smile. All four of 
them had to smile. She looked like the 80's had never gone away. She was in her early thirties, but she had 


that playful aura around herself that made her living and breathing proof that age was just an annoying 
number on your ID. The tight, black leather pants, loose white shirt with rolled up sleeves and red sneakers 
with the ‘Have a Nice Day’ logo looked flawless on her. 

She introduced herself and sat down. 

The band soon discovered that she was the first reporter in months who managed to make the interview 
enjoyable and not just a part of the necessary obligation to show off the new album. That in itself was very 
refreshing. To make things even better, she didn't ask any questions about their private lives, which didn't 
happen too often lately. At one point, he had to pinch himself to remember they weren't promoting New versey 


anymore. Something about her made them feel like young boys again 


"Ok, that would probably be enough for me to write this article; but to be honest, | still have something more 


in my mind," the reporter said. 
Jon raised his brow and asked, "What else on earth would you need?" 


"Well | was wondering if | could have an interview with each of you. And this time, not only about this 


particular album, but about your solo careers in general." 

Richie laughed. 

"Is been a while since anyone's asked us for a one-on-one." 

"A while? You must've drunk your memory away, Sambora. Reporters only ask about you and Jon these days. 
It hasn't been a while, but ages since Tico and | were last included in such a request!" David winked at her. "As 
far as I'm concerned, | can surely squeeze you in my schedule, baby." 

The woman grinned. 

"Cool. What about the rest of you?" 

Jon rubbed his forehead. He didn't like it when things were just sprung on him like that. 


"Why didn't you ask about it when you booked the interview?" 


"| did. But I'm not Oprah Winfrey. Your staff told me not to even dream about it. You obviously have more 


important magazines to talk to." 
She didn't seem offended. Tico even suspected she was already sure she'd have her way. 


Nice trick Their management wouldn't do her any favors either way, not when they were risking pissing Jon 


off. And additional interview time for the band was most definitely something that would piss Jon off. 


Now that she had charmed the band, she was in a much better position to try again. Jon couldn't go frantic if 
he was the one to decide. 


‘lm in, too. | don't have that much on my schedule, so you won't be causing any problems," Tico told her and 


received a bright smile as an answer. 
"Thanks, | really appreciate it" 

Tico and David looked at their frontmen. 
Richie cocked a brow. 


"I thought it was so obvious, that | didn't have to say anything. You can get whatever you want out of me, 


darling." 
She rolled her eyes at his attempt to seduce her and looked at Jon, who raised his hands in defense. 


"Ok, ok! | see I'm outnumbered here! You'll have everything arranged. I'll get you a backstage pass and, 


somehow, during the evening, I'l make sure to tak to you again" 

He looked at his watch. 

"Paul's still supposed to be here somewhere. Wait a moment" He stood up and took his phone out: 
She smiled slightly at the other band members. 

"How much time does he need to have it all set?" 


"A few minutes. Our crew doesn't argue with him. They prefer to stay on his good side," Richie explained good- 


humoredly. 

"| don't remember ever giving an interview for your magazine. ls it new?" Tico asked. 

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. 

"Yeah, it's new." There was that amused smile at the corner of her lips that got their attention 
"Is there more to the story?" David asked, obviously intrigued. 

"What do you mean?" 


"Oh, come on! Any drama, scandal or anything else? Music magazines all have their unique birth story. What's 


this one's?" 

She didn't answer right away. Her mistake. 

"Ok, girl. Now there is no way I'm going to let it go. Ill bug you until you spill every detail” Joker obviously 
sensed something that would make his day. He was good at sniffing out people's dirty little secrets. And Lord 
help her, he was stubborn. He really never gave up. She bit her lip, then laughed. 

Ok, ok. I'll tell you. Don't get all worked up. God, you can really twist an arm, when you put your mind to it” 
Richie giggled at David's expression. 

"My best friend and | studied at Oxford. Medicine, to be specific," she said with a grimace. That didn't seem to 
be a good memory. "Somewhere in the middle of the first semester we both realized that it DEFINITELY wasn't 


for us. It was so boring, it was killing us." 


Richie raised a brow. "People are willing to kill each other to get in this university. You got a chance and 


changed your mind?" 

It was my mother's dream, not mine. And you can drop the paternal lecture, I've heard it all before." 

It was David's turn to giggle. 

‘Its not like biochemistry is the best way to satisfy a woman Not to mention | quite like sleeping. Staying up 
all night, studying about things | wasn't really interested in wasn't doing me much good - especially when it 
turned out to be many nights in a row, not just once in blue moon" Irony weighed heavy in her voice. "Either 


way, we decided that we would rather do what we really liked and live with less money than do something we 


hated for a fat bank account. We quit.” 

For a moment she was quiet; but that amused smile was back on her lips. 
"Three years later, we managed to gather enough money to open a bar " 
"Whoa .. Wait a second! And what was going on during those three years?" 
Her smile grew wider. 

"That, Mr. Bryan, is none of your fucking business.’ 

"So that's where the secret is ." 


She didn't let him finish. "We really wanted our place to be about more than just beer and vodka. So we 
started to expand our business. We did a little research, looking for young bands that had something to offer; 


and each night two or three of them got a chance to play. In the mean time, Felicity - that is my best friend 
- got herself a second job with Geffen Records. Their people started to hang out at our bar and listen to the 
kids. In time, we became more and more popular. Some bands got record deals and released albums or singles. 
At the time, it was mostly jazz or blues. We started to earn more money and decided to take the next step. 
Radio. We started our own broadcasting station. There were bands in our bar that the company didn't like, but 
| or Felicity did. When we got all the paperwork done and got on air, we put on their songs. Finally, we didn't 
depend on anyone. We could pick the talent ourselves. The Geffen people only made their choices based on a 
very strict pattern. We wanted to give a chance to people who had something different or new to offer. That 
was the moment when we got involved in all genres of music. Not only jazz and blues, but also rock, pop, 


reggae, Broadway ..” 

Now she was smiling. 

"Nowadays, we're quite respected by local companies and artists, so we decided to make another move. 
Magazine. Right now, we're trying to make our names known outside of England. But this is only our third issue, 
so we're nowhere near that yet. The first one was about Led Zeppelin. | was lucky enough to talk to Robert 


Plant, and Felicity met Jimmy. | don't know how she did it, but she also managed to get to John Paul Jones. He 


actually said a few words for us. About a month ago, we had the chance to meet Tina Turner, and now it's 


you. 


She sighed, still smiling. 


She loved what she was doing. It really was her passion. When was the last time he met someone like her? He 


didn't even remember. 
Richie whistled. "Impressive. You've done this all in what.. ? 10 years?" 
"Twelve, actually; and in the next twelve, we're going to at least double that success." 


"Yes, that really is some accomplishment. But I'm still more interested in those three years before you bought 


the bar," David said, not surprising anyone. 

She laughed out loud. 

"God! How do your band mates put up with you? You're impossible!" 
David was almost jumping in his seat. 


Sometimes Tico wondered how old he really was. Seventeen? Eighteen? Something around that age, for sure. He 
himself jumped when David accidently kicked him in the ankle. 


"Man, settle down, ok?" he groaned and looked at the reporter. "You know that stupid toy for kids - with the 


clown -, jack-in-the-box?" 


She nodded. 


"Living with David is like having that toy in your pocket all the time. You have no fucking idea when it's going to 


jump out and give you a heart attack" 

She choked on the water she was currently drinking, nearly spilling it on her shirt 

David pouted, pretending to be hurt. He wasn't that bad 

But before the conversation went any further, Jon came back 

"Here. This is your backstage pass and our schedule. You'll have to watch for us during our breaks. And Im 
terribly sorry, but | didn't remember your name. You have to write it here to avoid any problems with our 
security" He pointed to the blank space on the pass. 

"Sure. Do you have a marker?" 

While she was writing, Tico focused on the letters. She had managed to get under his skin during their short 
talk Funny, independent, smart and not bad on the eyes at all. But most of all, it was that aura around her. He 
felt relaxed and genuinely enjoyed her company. It was as if she was their old friend, not a stranger. And her 
laugh made him smile. For some reason, she brought back 80's memories. Good ones. 

She gave the marker back to Jon. ‘Kendra Crimson’ was what she had written down 

Beautiful name. 

She smiled at them. 

"Ok, | think | should go now and give you a break. When should | be at the arena?" 

"Around six. Maybe you'll get to see the sound check" 

She stood up and said, "Then we're set” 

She shook hands with each man When she got to David, his hand held on to hers a moment longer. 

"Don't think Ill let this go. No way. You're keeping an obviously good story from me. 

She rolled her eyes. "Yes, of course. | wouldn't dare 


When she turned to Tico, he smiled. "Brace yourself, nina, he's not joking.” Her hand felt small in his. 


She smiled gently. 


"So | guess I'll just have to make it through the night." 


Wondering if there was any hidden meaning to her words, Tico caught her gaze for a second, but it wasn't the 


time or place for him to start staring. They watched her go away. 
"So what did | miss?" Jon asked. "Judging by the expression on Curly's face, it was good" 


Richie started explaining and Tico rolled his eyes. He wasn't the only one that was feeling younger. Sambora was 


behaving like a teenager around his first crush. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
| know l'm late and | am really sorry. | just hope you will still like what | wrote ;). And please come up with 


some comments ;). 


Kendra entered her apartment with little smile on her lips. The decision to start a music magazine was one of 
the best of her life! At this very moment, it was nothing short of success. And she wasn't thinking about 


sales records, but her own experiences. 


Meeting Robert Plant two months ago made her feel like a school girl for at least two weeks. She was in a 
great mood all the time and anxious to get deeper into the business. But today was different. She bit her lip. It 
was harder this time to keep her inner groupie under control. And it didn't have anything to do with meeting 
more than one rockstar at the same time. If she wanted to be honest with herself, those three didn't need to 
be there at all. He alone was definitely enough to distract her. She did everything she could to stay 
professional. And she hoped it worked. 


She grabbed her phone and dialed a number. After a few rings, she got her friend's voicemail. 


"Hey, Felicity. They agreed to another interview, so l'm going to be backstage tonight. Yes, | know, | know that 
you want to meet them too, but | didn't want to cross the line by asking for a second pass. Get to the arena 
early so you can get the very first row in the diamond circle. I'll find you there. | want to watch the show 
being in the crowd. When they'll finish, I'll go backstage again and this time, you're going with me. Wish me luck 
with restraining myself around their wonderful drummer, and for fucks sake, don't be late! Just this once, be 


on time! See you later." She hung up and looked into the mirror one more time. 


"I'll make it. There's no reason to treat him any different than other men. There are hundreds of good looking 
men. You've met more of them than you could have ever wished for. Keep yourself in check." She rolled her 
eyes. No, she hadn't been behaving like a freak at all. Good Lord, they had to have great patience if they had 
been able to stand fans like her for last 23 years. 


She checked the clock. It was only noon. She had more than six hours before she could meet them again. She 
bit her lip. She had already chosen the outfit for tonight. She had nothing to do and simply thinking was driving 
her crazy.. and getting her completely worked up. God, he looked so handsome today. He wore plain dark pants 
that were tight in all the right places. Not that she had the pleasure of watching him for too long. They had 
sat at the table and, after giving it some thought, it definitely was a good solution. She had a hard enough time 
keeping her eyes off of his torso. The way his arms kept flexing... 


She shook her head. There she went again. How to lose your mind in an instant. Maybe she should go through 
the interview again. It'd help her get her senses back. 


eR 


Their roadies did a great once again. The stage was ready, the sound check over and at last, he had a moment 


to himself. 


Jon, on the other hand was going crazy. They were offered a last minute press conference and he agreed to it. 
Now, he was all over the place, growling at people from their management to do their job and at the same 
time trying to do it for them. Tico rolled his eyes. Sometimes, being a control freak got the best out of their 
frontman. In such moments he really wished Dot was still touring with them. She never had any problem 


kicking his ass and putting him back in his place. 
"Kidd, get a hold of yourself or you're going to lead our crew to a group suicide. Deep breath." 
Jon only growled at him, picking up yet another call. 


Being a drummer definitely had its benefits. He didn't have to worry about that shit. He could just go to his 


dressing room, light his cigar and have a quiet moment before the show. Jon could get crazy all he wanted. 


When he shut the door he, looked at the clothes he had prepared to wear on stage. He shrugged and decided 
he could just as well change right then. At least if Jon decided to have another sound check, he would be 
ready. 


He'd barely managed to slide the pair of jeans over his ass when he heard a knock on the door. He rolled his 


eyes. What now? Had Jon decided to change to setlist for the billionth time? He opened the door. 


"Can | at least put my shirt on? Or do you need me to run." He didn't finish. It wasn't Jon or any of their 


roadies. It was the reporter from their morning interview. 
Her eyes grew wide when she saw him but, after a moment, she bit her lip, covering a smile. 


"What is it with you guys tonight? When | knocked on Richie's door he also opened half naked, mumbling 
something about stubborn vocalists." 


Tico smiled as well, although he had an entirely different reason for it. Richie must have been the happiest 
man on the planet when he realized it was her and not grumpy Jon. The fact that she looked even sexier than 
in the restaurant didn't hurt either. The leather pants were the same, but now she was wearing a black tank 


top clinging to every inch of her body. 
"| gave him time to find the right clothes. Should | come back to you too?" 
"No, no need. | just have to button up my shirt. Come on in" He smiled again. When she left Richie alone he 


must have taken quite a hit to his ego. He was used to having women falling on their knees under his glory. 
Having one to give him time to get decent and leave without the standard ‘Richie, | love you! Take me here and 


now. must have been a shock. 
She waited outside a moment longer before she joined him. 


"Jon only growled at me when | asked if he had time and more less told me to fuck off. What is going on 


here?" 


"He's just being himself. He's trying to make a press conference happen, but he's out of time. He'll get over it 
soon enough. Probably after he gets to drain all of his excessive energy on stage. Then he'll be way more 


social." 

Ok. So I'll start with you." 

"Anything to drink?" he asked when she sat. 

"No, thank you. Maybe later." 

Tico let his gaze roam over her body for a moment. She was shorter than he was - at least without high 
heels - fit and sexy as hell. She had dark, almost black, hair and equally dark eyes. She was a beautiful woman, 
Probably more beautiful than he had seen in a long time. But what he saw when they'd met for the first time 
was still there. That playfulness, something fresh that caught his undivided attention. He shook his head. 
Obviously, Richie's tendency to be overly romantic was contagious. He was never one to be attracted at the 
first sight. Then he shook his head harder. He may have felt like the 80's were back, but that didn't mean 
they really were. No thinking about being attracted to the woman he was only seeing for the first time in his 
life. He needed to snap out of it! He took a deep breath, and when he sat in the other armchair, he already had 
himself under control. 

"Can | first ask where did the idea of interviewing all four of us came from?" 

She smiled lightly. 

"Your fan boards. Your fans are not devoted only to Jon, you know." 

"| don't usually hang out there, but it's nice to know.’ 

She smiled. 


"Can we start?" 


After his reassuring nod, she took a notebook and a pen out of her bag. Old-school, good reporter; doesn't 


trust electronic devices. He curled his lip. 


"Ok so the first question: Before you joined Bon Jovi, you played with various bands. Your drumming can be 


heard on about 40 albums. What was it that convinced you to start playing with these particular guys?" 

Tico laughed. 

"At that time, | wasn't looking for a band. | wanted to be part in studio sessions. When | came across Bon Jovi, 
John was looking for musicians to put a first album together, but when he heard | wanted to play with him, he 
was less than pleased. He was 20, I was 29. | was an old man, in his opinion. Too old to hold drum sticks and 
keep up the beat. That hit my ego. Hard. | was an experienced musician - | had already played with a bunch of 
good bands, and Bongiovi was just an arrogant dick. | decided to prove him how good | really was. It took us a 
while to get on the same wavelength but, after several fights, we realized playing together really could work 
out. | needed another couple of years to realize | was equally arrogant and just as much of a dick as he was." 
XE% 


Tico was laughing. If that's how she was planning on working, she'd have a lot of friends in no time. 


"Yeah, well I've never paid too much attention to what Jon had to go through with some fan girls. I'm lucky 


enough not to have any psycho fans." 

She also laughed and shifted lightly. 

"You've already said you don't go through Bon Jovi fan boards, but do you know anything about them?" 
She was trying to stifle a smile but was failing miserably. 

"No... | don't. But obviously, | must have missed something good." 

She changed the subject, but he had a feeling that it wasn't over yet. 

"There are songs on the setbox that you're the lead singer on" 

He nodded. Not more than 3 but he really liked them all 


"You have a voice that is deeply appreciated by your fans. Ever since 2004, a lot of them have been 


wondering why you haven't never released your own album." 

He smiled, but took his time before answering. 

"Before Bon Jovi and in the band as well, | had plenty of chances to create music. If | wanted to sing, | wouldn't 
have learned how to play drums in the first place. After a 23 years of carrier with the same guys, I've seen 

enough to know that being a vocalist is not that easy. There are parts of it that can be a pain in the ass, and 


it doesn't encourage me to even try." 


The way Kendra was biting her lip and the look she had in her eyes made him wonder what had changed in 


their conversation. 


"Maybe you should reconsider the idea. Coming back to the fan boards, let me share a few quotes from some 


of the drummer girls and their thoughts about your vocals." 


He raised his brow as she coughed to keep her voice even and shifted in her seat again. She didn't have this 
professional appearance anymore. He let his gaze roam over her body and again he couldn't deny her being 
attractive. Maybe he could rearrange his opinion about was is overly romantic. He was a single man now, so 


there was no reason why he couldn't make a move. 
It looked like she finally got her thought in order and gathered the courage to speak: 


"I've picked the most interesting comments that | think will catch your attention, for example: with a voice like 
this you could easily TALK a woman into orgasm, or that your voice is made for sin, you could make a nun 
wet and it feels as smooth as velvet wrapping around you." She finished and her eyes darted up from her 


notes. 

He was watching her closely, wondering if he should trust his rockstar instinct. He knew very well that their 
fans were discussing every single detail about them, so their remarks didn't even surprise him. It was always 
that way, but those ‘underground discussions were rarely mentioned out in the open, much less straight to 
their faces. And he was almost sure that she bringing it up was nothing short of provocation Suddenly, he was 
interested in what was going on in her head. He only needed one sign that he was right and he could gladly join 
her in this game. She wanted to provoke? So could he. 

"Would you now like something cold to drink?" 

A pair of distracted black eyes met his. It was getting better with each passing moment. 

"Water, if you have any." 


"Of course.” While digging in the fridge, he kept watching her out of the corner of his eye. Was it him, or was 
she staring at his ass? 


While handing her the bottle, he stood over her chair, looking directly into those dark eyes. He wasn't close 


enough to make her uncomfortable, but he was the only thing she could rest her gaze on 


"And what do you think about that?" Purposely lowering his voice, Tico watched with satisfaction as her pupils 
dilated. 


For a moment, she just stared at him, but then suddenly stood up and took waving step back. 


"I think I'll give you some time to prepare now...” 


"You don't have to leave. I'm quite enjoying this conversation" He took a step forward, as she took another step 


back. 
"Yes, but | think we both could use a break" 
"Really? You already need a break? Nothing happened yet" 


She squealed and her back hit the door. He himself was surprised at how quickly he was standing just inches 
from her, his hands placed on both sides of her head. 


Oh yes, this most definitely was the best interview he had had in years, although it was escalating so rapidly 
he himself wasn't sure where the hell it would take him. He might be pushing her a little too far. 


"You didn't answer my question. Do you like my voice that much?" 
She squirmed a little, but looked him straight in the eye. 


‘lm not sure. I'm not much of a believer. | would need a proof of how good it is before | could make up my 


mind." 

"Proof. | think that won't be a problem" He bent forward, so he was talking directly in her ear. 

"What was it exactly? | could talk a woman into orgasm?" 

He heard her gasp as he pressed himself to her body, his hands toying with her hair. 

"You do know | could do anything to you right now." 

She pushed him. 

"No you couldn't!” Neither her voice nor push were strong. 

"So | take it you would scream for help if | kissed you until you were out of breath? You would fight me if | 
pulled you away from that door and pushed you on the couch and teased you to the point you couldn't keep 
your hands off of me?" His tongue was lightly touching her earlobe while he was talking to her in a quiet, 


raspy voice. Her breathing hitched and her body shivered. 


| could touch you and caress you until your body would be trembling and you'd be begging for release, 


delirious from pleasure." 


She moved against him, trying to gain a little space. But there was no space left in between them. She rubbed 


against him, which only made him smile. 


"You'd be lost in your own body, not knowing the way out" Lightly grabbing her hips, he violently forced his 


thigh between her legs. He wouldn't let her go right now, she felt too damn good trapped under him. 


Kendra was desperately trying to stay sane. Nice talk she was having with him minutes ago had ended before 
she even had a chance to blink. And now.. She couldn't wriggle away from him, he was too strong. She was also 
aware of the fact she that wasn't really trying to succeed. Why would she? She had to admit it. Thoughts of 
him had been swimming in her mind for ages, and she knew she'd be a fool to turn down the chance to finally 


make them come true. 


Once again. his hot breath tickled her ear. For the first time she really considered if he could actually lead her 
to release with nothing but words. The heat rising in the pit of her stomach was probably 'yes' to that 


question. 


"Or | could go another way. You're not strong enough to run away from me. | could press you to this door, 
block your every move, pull your hair so you couldn't look away from me. Kiss you bruising your lips, rip your 


clothes off and take you right here, right now. And | can promise you nina, you'd be begging for more." 


She had to catch his shoulders because his words made her feel dizzy. It was one thing listening to him singing 
‘tm crazy for loving you' on the radio and, something completely different when he was talking dirty, promising 
words directed to her and her alone. Imagination wasn't nearly as good as reality. In her fantasies, she couldn't 
feel the scent of his cologne and the lingering vapor of cigars. Despite the clothes they were wearing. she stil 


could feel every single muscle of his flexing, and it was the best aphrodisiac she'd ever got to experienced. 


The man in front of her captured her senses as if they were just waiting for his welcoming word and 
possibility to yield to him. Her body was feverishly falling in tune with him, reacting to every move, every look, 
every expression. Before she even fully noticed what's going on, her skin was covered in goose bumps and the 


heat in her stomach turned into a full blown burning that was slowly consuming more and more of her. 


It seemed like with few quiet, felicitous words, he had her in a state that others had to work hours for. Her 
leather pants were slowly getting wet, along with her. If he didn't move his leg soon enough, he would be able 


to feel her excitement through his own jeans. 


Her fingers dug into his flesh while the images he created swam behind her eyelids. She tried closing her tight, 
that only resulted in her pressing herself harder against his leg. A moan managed to escape her lips, Despite 
her best attempts to suppress it. Tico smiled smugly. 


"You'd like it, wouldn't you?" Slight shivers that were shooting through her body made him grip her tighter, 


and he couldn't pretend this seduction scene wasn't affecting him as well. 

Kendra had trouble breathing. The wall and his chest created a tight enough trap to squeeze the air out of 
her lungs. But she couldn't deny that, by now, she was almost on the brink of orgasm. Jesus fucking Christ, he 
really could do it! 


When the sensual rubbing of his knee, was what came next she cried out quietly. It was all too much yet not 


enough at the same time. She could feel she was already soaking wet and throbbing of her clit was getting 
stronger with his every move, to the point when she was straggling against him, not knowing whether she 
wanted to pull him closer or push him as far away as possible. Her eyes were unconsciously following play of 
the muscles in his arms. Another shudder rocked through her core. Shit, she could gladly stay wrapped in 
those arms for as long as he would hold her. 


When their eyes met and at the same time he growled in her ear next fantasies, there was nothing she could 
do to stop the wave that rushed through her. The muscles of her helplessly empty insides clenched, making 
her moan. Her blood became pure fire, causing her to lean on him harder, as her eyes snapped tightly. 


Somewhere, in the fog surrounding her, she heard his raspy voice: 


"Is that enough of a proof for you?" Another minutes pasted filled with quivering, before she could finally 


understand what he meant, and she needed yet another couple more just to remember how to speak again 
"Yeah, | guess it is..." 


He placed a finger under her chin and jerked her head up. Kendra opened her eyes, a little bit surprised at the 


urgent move. 


" Todavía no he terminado contigo." His eyes were darker than before and she couldn't believe it took her all this 


time to notice hardening in his jeans. 


What happened next was too fast for her to remember. Either way, she found herself sitting on the table 
with the drummer between her legs, lightly touching her cheek, looking at her with an expression that made 


her blush. 


And then he kissed her. At that very moment Kendra was sure, that for many years to come she'll be 
recalling this kiss. No matter how hard she would try, there would simply be no way she could ever forget 
that kind of passion They barely locked lips and she had to notice how demanding he was. The man was full of 
contradictions. He was caressing her with almost painful tardiness only to present her with knees buckling 
force seconds later. He tasted of cigars and mint and something else that had to be simply him. And God, 
wasn't it perfect! 


She wanted to wrap her arms around him but he stopped her by grabbing her hands. She was completely, 
utterly at his mercy, forced to relish the moment. The fire inside her was keep growing leaving her 
lightheaded. The feeling of his hard body pressed between her thighs, overwhelming sensation of his mouth, 
slight pain radiating from her arms he was holding harshly.. 


She was living a dream. The ecstasy he had offered her the first time hadn't even fully subsided yet, and she 
was already on her way to another peak. She tangled her fingers in his shirt, trying to unbutton it, but 
couldn't reach far enough. Instead, Tico pushed her roughly until she lay down flatly on the table. For a few 
seconds, he fought with her sneakers and then, with one fluid motion, that for sure took years of practice, he 
ripped her pants off of her. She gasped loudly, feeling his hands on her naked skin 


"No underwear," he growled in her ear when she sat up. "Maravilloso!" 


She found herself wondering once more how they ended up there. She had been politely interviewing him, 
keeping herself firmly in check Even seeing him with no shirt hadn't shaken her confidence, but then something 
must have slipped her attention because he was suddenly controlling her, bombarding her senses, teasing her 
every nerve. Not that she was complaining, it was just that the rational part of her mind wasn't keeping up 
with her body. Briefly, she wondered if the door was closed, but the thought failed to occupy her mind for 


long. 


When his fingers touched her wet folds, she instinctively grinded against them, moaning shamelessly. Not 
wanting him to move his hand away, she took off her top and sent it flying somewhere into his wardrobe. Her 
bra quickly followed and she was left completely naked under his hungry eyes. A soft tremor shook her body 
as she watched him take in every inch of her, that was on display. 


As he stepped back a little, she mewed dissatisfied and writhed to lure him back in. Without turning his gaze 
from her, Tico got rid of his shirt and unbuckled his jeans. He didn't manage to take them off though. Watching 
her shift restlessly, touching her own body and panting loudly cut his patience short. He couldn't wait any 
longer. He had to have her right away, no more teasing and foreplay. He pulled a condom out of the drawer 
behind him. He may have not been in his thirties anymore, but he liked to always be prepared. Just for such 
very cases. As he slipped it on, his pants still hanging loosely around his hips, he pulled her to the very edge 
of the table, spread her legs as wide as they would go and entered her with all the force he could muster. 


Only a few moments ago she had been worrying if the door was closed. Right now, it really didn't matter 
anymore, as Kendra was sure that everybody in the backstage area could hear them - or her, at least. She 
wrapped her legs around his hips and her arms around his neck, holding on for dear life. Damn, it was good. 


Every single thrust was sending sparks inside her, finally reducing her to a whirling mass of nerves. 


She was trying her best to stifle the screams that were forming deep inside her, but how could she keep 
silent when she was feeling nothing but pure bliss that was still getting stronger and more vivid? Tico pulled 
her hair, exposing her throat, and his tongue danced on the delicate skin right above her collarbone. That's 
when she lost the last bit of control he left her, feeling it shatter into a thousand little pieces. Her muscles 


stilled, making her freeze, curved in a pose of endless pleasure. 


He was still pushing into her, seeking his own pleasure which he could sense was already gathering within his 
reach. Just a few more moves. His fingers dug in her flesh so deep, he was likely to leave bruises. With his 
last thrust, the table gave a warning snap obviously breaking under his strength, and Tico let go of a low 


growl. 


She didn't know how long she was coming. It seemed that she was living a never ending orgasm ever since he 
trapped her against that door. She become aware of her surroundings again with the first deep breath she 


managed to take in. Which could just as well be about a minute later or half an hour later. She couldn't say. 


Kendra felt his hand on her cheek and realized she wasn't sitting anymore, but half lying on the table. 
"Are you alright?" Tico asked, gently closing her legs. 


She didn't answer, still in awe of what had just happened. But she managed to flash a smile when he joined her 
on that piece of wood, lay down and pulled her to his side. 


"Yes, I'm alright." She kept her tone close to a whisper, noticing her throat ached a little from all the 
screaming. She laughed slightly after a moment of silence. 


"What is it?" 


"You do realize we're cuddling on a small TABLETOP, that is shaking with our every move, nearly broken 
because of what we just did on it" 


Tico shared her smile. Yes, it definitely sounded like the 80's. What the hell had came over him? 


Maybe he would even manage to get annoyed at himself but he felt way to good for that. And he was 
surprisingly comfortable with her. It didn't matter that their choice of furniture was indeed ridiculous. 


If you want, we can move to the couch." 
"No, it's okay." Kendra lifted her head and kissed him. "I feel I've become very fond of this table by now." 
She winked and placed her head on his chest. 


He was again surprised to discover he didn't mind being her pillow. She surly felt nice wrapped in his arms. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
| think I'm back ;). So there might be some more in the future. 


Someone knocked at the door and Kendra jumped startled. 
"Tico man are you done in there? Don't start round number two, we've got to be on stage in I9!" 


"Oh shit.." She mumbled and sat up. "Perfect first impression for a beginning journalist. I'm screwing with you 


instead of interviewing." 

"If you're worried what they're going to think, there's no need for that. They won't think anything. Richie might 
only be jealous and grumpy all evening.” He leaned into her and stole one more kiss. "On the other hand, Richie 
might not be the only one jealous." 

He winked at her. 

"Take your time in here, whatever you need to do. I'm gonna go with those fuckers. It's surprisingly nice of 
them not to burst in here without knocking anyway. | don't want to push them too far.." He didn't even finish 
his sentence when banging on the door started again. 

"Man! Get out of there! We need a drummer!" 

"Quite it Joker! Unless you want me to play with my ass naked | need a minute!" 

Kendra smiled. 

| have to get out too, you know. Felicity is waiting for me under the stage." 


Drummer's eyes roamed over her body. 


"Well you definitely need to get dressed. If you go out there like this you might steal our very own show..." His 


last words turned into quiet murmur, Kendra raised her brow and her hand scratched his chest lightly. 
"Really?" The way he looked at her made her feel powerful and maybe this statement was a little trite by now, 
but she felt more beautiful than ever. Her hand began to slid lower but didn't get a chance to reach its 


destination. 


"TICO!" One more stutter at the door. 


"For fucks sake! They weren't so intrusive in the 80's!" He muttered under his breath, dressing quickly. 
Somewhere between finding his jeans and trying to remember what he had to wear on top he stopped to kiss 
her neck. 


"We're definitely going to finish this interview after the show" 


The brunette flushed a little. Tico really knew his way around women and he had to have some sort of a gift 
that helped him find all her sensitive spots without even trying too much. 


Jumping of the table that was barely standing, she hugged him briefly. 

"Maybe | just should think of more questions to ask you, instead of doing the interviews with the rest of your 
band" Kendra gave him a mischievous smile, as though she was really considering this idea as she found her 
top and bra nearby his couch. 

When he laughed, the deep rumble of his voice made her fingers twitch slightly. 

"| don't think there would be a better way to crush their egos." 

Adjusting her top, Kendra looked at herself in the mirror and couldn't help but blush. You could definitely see 
she had been properly fucked. Tousled hair, sparkling eyes, rumpled clothes - not to mention that wearing 
those trousers again was hardly comfortable. And there was an unmistakable afterglow pouring from every 
inch of her skin 

Tico buttoned up his shirt in rush. 

"Ok I'm going. If you want to get to diamond circle ask one of the security guards: they'll let in and get out of 
there. And if you really want to cancel you other interviews with those mush less talented and less charming 
children, I'm all game." Smug grin of his proving he indeed was serious. 

"TORRES for fucks sake, GET OUT! You have 30 seconds or I'll get you myselfll!" 

"Looks like the Boss got angry. See you later." He got to the door and opened them with a great flourish. 
"What is it you three? | guess you're just jealous!" 

"What are you? 20? We have a show to play. Use that big head for once!" 

Door closed after him and Kendra sighted. She couldn't stop smiling and Felicity would only need to have one 
look at her to know what had happened. Probably anyone who will see her tonight will be able to tell what kind 


of fun she was having with the drummer. And she was torn between not caring about it in the slightest, 
because who the hell said she had to be a good girl; and wanting to hold onto her professional appearance. 


Finally, she shrugged. That kind of sex was worth any kind of appearance being thrown away. 
xX% 


"There you are! I've already been thinking you won't show up!" 
The crowd was starting to buzz with excitement, making it difficult for Kendra and Felicity to hear each other. 


"Are you kidding?! | would have never missed it!" With a little help from the security guy she jumped over the 
barrier and quickly hugged her friend. 


"How were the interviews?!" Felicity eyed her suspiciously and if Kendra wasn't mistaken, she snorted. 


"I only got one, so far! | talked with Tico!" They were standing right next to each other and yet they had to 
shout. The first lights went on only adding to the mixture. 


"And | bet it was good, wasn't it?!" Felicity would have probably said something more but her attention was 
directed to Jon who jumped up on the stage and first notes of ‘Livin’ on a prayer filled the arena, 


There was something about their music that undoubtedly held magic. They have changed a lot since the 80's, 
there was less hair tossing and running around the stage, they weren't wearing ridicules clothes or flying 

above the crowd causing dizziness in women heads. But that didn't really matter as one thing was still there: 
passion. You couldn't miss it. Their positive attitude from the stage was hitting fans in strong waves, bringing 


the whole stadium to their feet. 


It was a wonderful feeling to be among thousands of people who for that one night decided to do nothing but 
have fun. For a woman whose whole life was filled with music it was like a drug. And Kendra had to admit it to 
herself: tonight she didn't need any more drugs. What had happened backstage a few minutes ago had been 


intoxicating enough. 


But she couldn't help it that with every word Jon was singing she could feel her veins filling with adrenaline 
again, and soon enough nobody would have guessed she was there for work and not for her own pleasure. She 
was jumping and screaming along with other people and she was sure she once caught Jon winking at her with 


amused smile. 
Another "problem", if you can call it that, was she couldn't take her eyes off of Tico. His every move was 
making her want to be wrapped in those arms again. Goddamn the man was strong! Every single beat was 


causing his arms to flex in a way that almost made her drool. 


And obviously what happened backstage stopped being enough. She already wanted more. There was something 
about him that made her loose her mind and all rational thoughts. 


He was lost in the music and wasn't looking up from his drums. Maybe that was a good thing? She could stare 


at him as much as she wanted without getting caught. Also she wasn't sure she'd be able to keep herself in 
check if their eyes met. He had the most intense gaze she had ever seen in a man. Those eyes on their own 


could leave you lightheaded and she was already fighting the urge to run up the stage and kiss him senseless. 


Jon was getting to the second chorus of ‘You give love a bad name and Kendra smiled when he stretched the 
microphone towards the crowd. Bon Jovi fans were absolutely unbeatable when it came to singing lyrics to the 
songs. The band just had to give them rhythm and over 30 thousand of people were screaming like one man, 


never missing a single word. Always prepared to show their appreciation for the music. 

"Shot through the heart and you're to blame..! Bongiovi sang the words and one more time let the people finish. 
"You give lave a bad name, | play my part and you play your game, you give love a bad namelll" 

| can't hear you people, are you still there?!" 


"YOU GIVE LOVE A BAD NAME! There was one final drum bit and cheers exploded from every side. 


"That's the way you do it folks! Are you ready for the next one?!" He smiled at the even louder than before 


screams. 
"Are you ready?! There it is thanlll” 


Words weren't enough to describe, what music could do to her. Her whole body was shaking from the strength 
of each and every note. There were no problems, no distractions, her mind was filled with pure happiness. No 
drug she had ever tried in her life could compare. This feeling was one of a kind and that was the sole reason 


she simply couldn't live without music. It took her into a different place and was her best outlet for emotions. 


Soft tones of the next piece hit her ears and her eyes grew big in a surprise. This was probably one of the 
most beautiful ballads that were ever written They didn't play it too often though, she has never heard it live 
yet. 


Kendra let her eyes close to enjoy Jon's quiet voice to its fullest. 


"Red, red rose brought it home to you. Blood red rose, fells me that youre true. Red, red rose, blood red rose 
Ike a fire inside that grows, blood red rose." Crowd was gently rocking everywhere around her and she willingly 
followed, feeling as her muscles relaxed a little bit to the tune. It was a very welcomed change after almost an 


hour of exhausting jumping. 


She whispered next words and let them wrap around her: "Diamond ring, wear it on your hand it's gonna fell the 


world Im your only man. Diamond ring, diamond ring Baby, you're my everything, diamond ring." 


She will never know why this wasn't a number one hit. 
EK 


"Jon!" Tico grabbed his friend before he got to his changing room. Bongiovi was all sweaty and exhausted but 
obviously in much better mood than few hours ago. 


"| need you to do something for me." 
"Sure, man. What's up?" 


"Make sure that our roadies stay away from the main stage for let's say an hour, after the crowd leaves the 


arena" His request left the singer quite surprised. Slowly Jon's brows went up. 


"Are you thinking what | think you're thinking..2" When the drummer didn't answer, Jon offered him a devilish 


smile. 


"Well damn it. Who the hell is this chick that has you all worked up? First before the show and now, she has 
to be really good...” 


"Don't you think we're a little too old for the locker room talk?" 


"You've got to be kidding me? You do remember what you've just asked me for, right? | deserve to know at 


least a glimpse of what you're up to, don't 1?" 
Tico let himself to chuckle maliciously. 


"The tour dry spell is killing you, isn't it? If even my plans for the evening seem to interest you, it has to be 
really bad this time." 


"Oh shut up! If | try to do anything about this Dot will have me living in a doghouse for months. Now that will 
be a DRY SPELL. So if you don't mind I'd rather occupy myself with your plans, at least their distracting..." 


| want the stage for Kendra and myself for a moment." 
"Kendra?" 
"Yes Jon. You know, the reporter talked to in the morning..." 


"It was her you were with before?" Singer whistled, clearly impressed. "How the hell did that happen? She 
doesn't look like the groupie type." 


"She's not. Believe me, the interview she had prepared was really good, she knows what she's doing and she 
didn't came here with the intention of doing either one of us, l'm sure of that. It simply.. got out of control | 


think." 


| agree with the part about her knowing what she's doing but the rest is bullshit Torres, and you know it. 
Things don't just get out of control around you. Either you seduced her or let her seduce you. Which one was 


it?" 

Feel free to guess as it really is none of your goddamn business." 

Jon growled seemingly irritated but there still was a smile upon his lips. 

"As always you keep all the fun to yourself. But fine, I'll let our crew know that they'll get fired if anybody 
shows up in front, next to or even too close behind the main stage." He frowned. "Where is she anyway? | 


could watch her under the stage, she appeared to be having a lot of fun" 


"Talking with her friend. They both are reporters as you may recall. Looks like they will split the job of talking 


with us between each other." 


| want to be interviewed by Kendra, no way l'm going to let that one slide by me." When Tico looked at him 


strangely, Jon presented him very smug, very full of himself smile. 


"Do you think, this won't become one of the biggest gossips of this tour? Anybody who was within an earshot 
of your wardrobe before this show won't let you off the hook for at least few weeks. And since | won't have 


the chance to tease her about it that frequently, | want my shot at it right now." 
At moments like this Tico usually struggled with the idea that Jon was 46 years old. That childish, cocky, son 
of a bitch he met all those years ago was still alive and kicking only in slightly older body. His lead singer will 


never fully grow up. 


"And since you're obviously waiting for her right now, | believe it gives me more time to be a pain in your ass. 


How was it?" 

"| get it that your after hot and steamy, very detailed description that will unnecessarily get you all bothered 
and leave you no choice but to call your wife seeking phone sex? I'd like to remind your about the time 
difference between London and Hamptons, by the way." 


Drummers ironic answer didn't seem to discourage Jon from asking more questions at all. 


‘Oh please, my wife would never complain. Or are you afraid I'm not going to be impressed with what you've 


got to say?" 
Tico frowned at him "Like hell Kidd. Don't you worry about my performance, it's impressive alright." 


Luckily before they had a chance to come up with even more mature remarks and drive each other insane, 


Kendra and Felicity showed up in the corridor. 


"Looks like your time to be pain in my ass is over." 

Jon rolled his eyes and when he spoke again it was directly to the journalists. 

"So how does the interviewing schedule look like? | understand you are Kendra's coworker?" 

"Hello. Yes, I'm Felicity." Slim, pale redhead shook Jon's hand along with Tico's. "Take your time with getting 
ready, then you can tell us what you have planned for the rest of the evening. Is there an after party? We're 
going to fit in with you." She said with cheeky smile. 

"There is a small thing organized at our hotel. You are very welcome to join us. And | believe Richie and David 
will be ready in a moment, to take the first car. I'll just take a shower and we can discuss more details in 
about 30 minutes." 

He turned around and while passing Tico he whispered: "You'll have your stage ready at about the same time.’ 
Torres nodded unnoticeably and smiled at the brunette. 

"I think you haven't finished the interview with me yet." 


| have few questions left. We never got to talk about your paintings." 


"Come on, you can wait in my dressing room while I'll quickly freshen myself up." He almost grabbed her hand 
and pulled her towards himself. 


"Yes l'm sure it will be the best solution. Go Kendra" Her friend was obviously struggling not to laugh, shaking 
her head at Ticos' impatience. "In the meantime | will try to do my job and talk with David or Richie.” 


"Ok, Felicity, say no more." Miss Crimson gave her friend an annoyed look and turned to the drummer with 


much more friendly expression. "I'm gladly gonna come with you." 
"| bet." Came the muttered comment from the ginger woman. 


Felicity sweetheart, shut the fuck up." Kendra hissed over her shoulder at her still grinning girlfriend. 
*% 


He was looking at her with heat in his eyes ever since they left Felicity on the corridor. He wanted her again, 
there was no doubt about it in her mind, but despite it all he barely touched her or said anything since he left 
the stage. Obviously he was trying to communicate something with his intense gaze, only she hasn't figured 


out what, just yet. 


"Why are we here?" 


They were on the main stage and he was sitting behind his drum kit. 
"I told you, change of scenery" 
"You know | don't believe you." 


"Come on, it can't hurt, can it? We can finish the interview here and you could sit down if you wanted to." He 


pointed one of the amplifiers. "Do you have a lot of questions left?" 

Kendra looked through her notes. "Only seven" 

"Great! Let's get them done." 

| understand that after we finished the interview you'll revel to me the real reason for which we're here?" 


"| don't know what you're talking about" He had very self-satisfied expression, so whatever his plan was, she 


was convinced she was in for a treat. 

‘Of course you don't." She took him on his offer to sit down and got to work 

Falling back into her working mode seemed to be the easiest thing to do when you were looking at her. Those 
few remaining questions were asked with the same amount of passion and interest as at the beginning, and he 


was sure this entire article will turn out great. 


By now she was sitting on the amplifier with her legs crossed, slightly leaning backwards as she was looking at 
him expectantly. So fucking tempting. 


"Why don't you play something?" 

"Right now?" 

"Why not? I have never been on stage. Come onl Id really love to listen and see!" 
Tico smiled, if that was her wish. He extended his hand 

"Come over here" 

"Where?" 


"Right here." When she accepted his invitation he pulled her closer so she would sit on a stool between his 


tights. 


"I think you may like it more if you listen, see and feel." 


A soft whimper escaped her lips. When he hit the first note she shivered, the sounds of Led Zeppelins' "Moby 


Dick" surrounded them. 


It felt amazing to have her there against him. Playing music was magical and never failed to give him a rush, 
but having someone right beside him while he was experiencing that rush could only add to his excitement. And 
this wasn't just any spectator that was watching him, it was beautiful, smoking hot women that was just his 
for the night. One that felt music as deeply as he did, and appreciated it so much she made her entire carrier 


about it. 


Tico wouldn't be himself if he didn't show of a little bit, straining his muscles more than usual. He didn't know 
whether it was him or the music but as the song escalated she couldn't sit still, keep brushing up against him. 


He closed his eyes and let the music consume him. He could feel her pressing herself more and more into him 
and when he heard her hoarse whine right in his ear for a moment his concentration wavered. He gripped his 

sticks harder, willing himself not to drop them at the spot and finish the tune. She wanted to see him play and 
he wasn't about to cut her fun short. Besides she shifted playing an already sensual song into experience that 
drove him into absolute frenzy. It must have been one of the most arousing compilation in the world: beautiful 


woman and bluesy music. 


When few minutes later last notes faded away, his breathing was labored, arms were flaming, but more 
importantly her shaking body set his mind on fire. This time he didn't get a chance to make a move of his own 
Before he could even put his drumsticks away she straddled his hips, the small stool they were sitting on, not 
being made for such enthusiastic movement, fell over sending them both to the floor. Her hands were 


instantly all over his body, tugging at his shirt so impatiently he couldn't contain a groan. 


Their heavy breathing mingled together in this clumsy struggle. Tico's shirt was ripped of his shoulders after 
Kendra nearly crushed buttons on its cuffs. Her lips followed her hands scraping on his collarbones and nipples. 
His stomach tightened, and he instinctively ground his hips into her, wishing the way too constricting pants 


weren't limiting him anymore. 


That sexy top of her was tight enough he had trouble getting his hands underneath it, and the more he 
wanted it off the more it seemed to cling to her. It was frustrating to the point he was ready to tear it in 


two, two only to touch her skin. And he would have done exactly that if she hadn't made it disappear herself. 


Trousers were sent flying so aggressively they left burns on their tights, and when they were finally naked 


both of them moaned in appreciation 

"That drum solo was amazing. And I'm sure that if | were this close to you during the show | wouldn't care 
how many thousands of people were watching. | wouldn't be able to keep my hands to myself" Tico shuddered 
and then dark chuckle escaped his lips. 


"Wouldn't that be a great way to be remembered in history? | for one wouldn't try to stop you querida. You 


could do as many dirty things with me as you wanted, audience be damned." 


He reached under the drums hoping to find the condom he put there, right before they started the interview, 
at the first attempt. He seriously doubted he would have enough working brain cells left to give it a second 
thought. Something close to a rumble left him, when he managed to grab the package. 


This time there was no foreplay, no seduction since neither of them needed it. Music had done all the job for 
them. Tico spread her legs wide open and Kendra wrapped her arms around his shoulders. He pushed into her 
with one demanding motion. It wasn't toned down or considerate, it was dirty and hard. Whatever spark pulled 


them together, allowed nothing less but a pure animal attraction in every move. 


Kendra was moaning, pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts, scratching his back and leaving marks he will 
probably be able to feel for a few days to come. His muscles were vibrating from the pleasure she was giving 
him, their voices as loud as his drums must have been not that long ago. There seemed to be an electrified 
fog surrounding them, intensified by the rush of being on the main stage, only slightly covered by the drum 
kit. Vision of the arena still filled with people, fueling the brief fantasy that by accident played in their minds. 


Crimson lifted her head and caught his mouth into a kiss. Rough edge that sharpened his voice and made every 
moan and growl deeper was teasing her nerves so perfectly to the point she couldn't take it anymore. Her 
head was clouded and dizzy; she was holding on to her sanity by sheer stubbornness to feel more pleasure for 


just a bit longer. 


It was really surprising they haven't become one by now, they were pushing so hard against each other the 


friction was almost bruising. Kendra rolled them over without breaking the kiss. 

Although it seemed almost impossible their rhythm became even faster and more frantic. Tico bit his lower lip 
waiting for her to find her peak. Their lips fall apart but for a change their eyes locked and the contact didn't 
break until she came with blinding power. All her muscles contracted and Torres didn't have strength left to 


fight his own bliss. 


Crimson lost her balance and breathless, she let herself fall on his chest. Her head was swimming, vision was 


blurry but it didn't lessen sparks that seemed to be still jumping between their bodies. 
"Oh, fuck.." Came a muttered response from Tico. 
Kendra snuggled closer into him. 


"Is surprisingly easy to agree with you, you know?" 


